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CVIL

BARCELONA, November 10, 1845.
MY apartment recalls to my mind the cara-
vansaries of Asia.    It is more comfortable
here than in Andalusia, but the natives are
inferior to the Andalusians.

CVIIL

MADRID, November 18, 1845.

THANKS to the extreme slowness of the
people of this country, I began only to-day
to read the manuscripts which I came to
consult. An academic deliberation was
necessary to permit me to examine them,
and I cannot tell you the number of intrigues
which were indispensable in order to obtain
information of their existence.

This country has changed a great deal
since my last visit. Those whom I left
friends have become mortal enemies. Many
of my former acquaintances have become
great lords, and very insolent. Here people
talk aloud. Their frankness is very surpris-
ing, especially to me, whom you have accus-re witty, at
